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England, where she had been sent at
the age of 18, comes back home to
the African farm her father had
built up out of the conccssion of bare
veld and bush that he had obtained
when he was a mere youngster,
Now it was a beautiful place, thriv-
ing and rich lands surrounding the
charming houge in its circle of gar-
dens and tennis court with the great
barns and outhouses lying near, cat-
tle grazing in vast herds, and at the
foot of the cliffs the ocean thundering
. on & beautiful shore. Cecil loves it,
and rejoices to be back again in the
fair and free life she has never for-
gotten. Her younger sister, now six-
teen, is eager to hear all about Eng-
land and the marvels of life there,
but Cecil cannot answer one-half of
the younger girl's questions, Bhe
has been seciuded in the most re-
served of schools, surrounded by a
hundred rules and inhibitions, al-
lowed to see only a bit of London,
educational London, kept away from
the natural emotional development of
her years. Gwen seems to her in
many ways older than herself—Gwen
frightens Cecil a bit, with her strange
questions and her frank avowals,

Ceci! marries before she has been
home six months, marries a good,
attractive man with whom she has
nothing in common but the urge of
sex and the longing to be mated,
Hugh is well bred, simple and deeply
in love. Ceeil, unstirred but curious
and somewhat wrought upon by the
Afriean fervor of climate and by the
romantic sitvation, is easily fooled
into thinking herself as deeply in
love.

The' coming of the man who really
does awaken her, and for whom she
soon feels that the world will be well
lost, and her son and her husband
with it, and of what comes after, and
of how fate has its way with the
whole of them, is the story. Mr,
Keable poses the ever vexing prob-
lem, is life for the sake of the indi-
vidual or the race, and answers It ae-
cording to his convictions, It is
frankly put, and frankly met, It
seems under the conditions given, to
be falrly answered.

But the enchanting atmosphere of
the Look cannot be conveyed by any
such outline as the above. It has a
singular freshness, it is like a door
opening on a fair morning with a
splendid prospect meeting the gaze.
The delight in nature and what it
gives is most winning. The walk of
the two sisters the first morning of
the reunion, their swim in the ocean,
where, naked as two nymphs, they
revel in the salt splendor of the water
and the keen rays of the sun, the
joy of an carly ride, sleep under the
stars among mountgins, these things
are written about as only one who
loves such fine and simple pleasures
could write of them. The look and
the fragrance of flowers, the great
shapes of the eliffs and peaks, the
long day on the trek, the camp at
night, these things are presented
with just the telling detail that
makes them real, Story and scene
are closely woven, the native life
enters it as it would enter, fitting in
with the whole, giving its richness
to the pattern.

Mr. Keable has managed, in Pa-
mela Urfurd, to draw an interesting
and unusual girl. She is the product
of a life hardly to me met out of Af-
rica, but both she and her father are
individuals who would stand out any-
where, He has trained the girl to
meet life on her own feet, to be mis-
tress of herself without the aid of
conventions or the thousand props
of civilization, Yet both he and she
are highly bred, cultured, fine, mem-
bers of an old race that has not lost
its vigor, Pamela plays a great part
in the story and walks a difficult
road, and It is she who most inter-
esis the reader. She dabbles in the
mysteries, too. She ean hypnotize,
and works strange spells on the na-
tives, The long trek she and Chris
take together in Basutoland is pre-
clsely the sort of experience that be-
longs to her, and there i= not an in;
cident in it that the reader will want
to miss. There will prohably be con-
flicting opinions as to the propriety
of her conduct, but Mr. Keable is not
worrying over such matters. He is
amazingly honest in making his peo-
ple talk and act in the way they
would, and he Is not given to aste-
risks. There iz plain speaking in
this book, as there was in his preeed-
ing story. Those who object to
spades and the ealling of them
spades, had better choose some other
book. But those wha care for a rich
and Interesting story, who feel the
thrill of adventure and the call of
wild places and who delight in meet-
Ing real men and swomen, even
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though they may differ from many
of the opinions expressed by them, |
are going to find a great delight in
this Afriean novel, and to hope for
more of the same kind from the man
who wrote it—set, at least, in the
magic of the huge continent, part of
which Mr. Keable knows so well,
HILDEGARDE HAWTHORNE,

MARY LEE—By Geoffrey Dennis. Al-
fred A. Knopf,

HIS is an uneannily powerful
book, one that will make a
deep and lasting impression

upon the comparatively small c¢lass
of readers to whom it is addressed.
It is quite out of the vogue of the
day, both in the manner of it and in
the conception of the theme as a

whaole. It belongs rather to the great
Victorian tradition in its technique,
especially in the thoroughness and
breadth of its construction. It is
nearer tq the school of Dickens,
Thackeray and De Morgan than to
that of D. H. Lawrence, but it has
A curiously definite individuality of
its own that forbids too easy a classi-
fication. The author—Geoffrey Den-
nis is a new name, this is a first
novel, and we are definitely told that
he is a man, not a woman masquerad-
ing with a pen pame, although the
whole subjejct of the book is an
analysis of the inner life of a girl—
has some lHterary Kinship to De Mor-
gan, especially in his superbly good
treatment of the ghostly, the super-
normal, even the supernatural ele-
ment. But he has not De Morgan's
genlality or comprehensiveness. Af-
ter all, the dominant note in the hook
is that of mysticism, but it is a
mysticism that never is tenuous or
unreal, for to the mystic there iz as
much solld reality to his vision as to
the most brutally commonplace
tuality.

The story is told in the first per-
son. From the very outset we are
in the heroine's inmost confidence—
n confidence that is more convine-
ingly, genuinely, self-expository than
the diary of a Marie Bashkirtseff,
It is the record of a soul stripped
bare, and up to the final scene it is
an almost unrelieved soul tragedy.
In one sense it is a painful book,
too pitiful narrative, but it always
remains a brave affair, and there is
not a trace of the false pathos of a
weeping Dickens in the harrow.ng
scenes of childhood. There Is rather
something of the savage directness
of Mrs. Voynich's method, but it is a
more subtle performance than that
of any of its predecessors in a simi-
lar fleld,

The construction is very intricate
in its superficial detail, and the plot
as a whole defies any brief condensa-
tion, DBut the thing may be boiled
down to a summary, to the general
statement that it deals with the vari-
ous subcessive stages of develop-
ment of the child Mary Lee from a
harsh, unlovely, crabbedly religious
environment into a sort of spiritual
emancipation and ultimate happi-
ness, The scene is laid for the most
part in Devonshire, at Tawborough
and Torribridge, with an excursion
into France. Tt begins in 1848 and
ends about 1870, and is given in the
form of her reminiscences written
down when she has reached 50 and
has thus gained a proper perspec-
tive,

More than three-gquarters of the
tale is devoted to the life among the
Plymouth brethren of the ‘50s in
Devonshire. Mary is the daughter
of a middle class woman who has,
most unhappily, married a scion of
the aristocracy, a cousin, In fact, of
the local magnate, Lord Tawborough,
in whose family she had been a
governess, The husband is an in-
human monster, from whom she is at
last obliged to flee. She dies at the
birth of the Mary of the story, leav-
ing the child to the care of her
grandmother and great-aunt, Han-
nah Leoe and «Juel Viekary, These
two old women and Mary's uncle,
Simeon Greeber, are grotesques; so,
too, are the many characters among
the Plymouth brethren, who act as
a sort of Greek chorus. But they are
never grotesques in the Dickens
sense of being merely grotesque and
grimly humorous. They are hideous
realitios, and one feels creepily that

I reptile.” i. e, her uncle Simean. She
. indeed, one of the most unmiti-|
gintedly horrible characters ever por- | reflects, when confronted with the
in modern fiction, and the { fact that Charles Haie, the father of

trayed
most horrible thing about her is that

an unsparing use of the rod is neces-
sary, and the child is savagely beaten
from her babyhood untll she is a
young woman, During her brief stay
with Simeon he carries this brutality
to a point that nearly finishes her.

Naturally in such a life an imag!-
native, intelligent child is driven in
upon herself, and soon begins to sec
vigions and dream dreams.  She
evolves a curious dual personality,
and she finally reaches a point where
she is able to sense the apparition of
her mother almost as a tangible
reality, Mary herself tells us that
her diary of thie time was “morbid,
precocious, shrewd, petty, prigzish
and comically, pitifully sincere. Re-
ligion looms large” 8She is kept
isolated from other children and is
mentally starved. At a very early
age she becomes obsessed with the
idea of the horror of eternity, the
feel’'ng that there can. be no release,
not ever, but that she must go on
and on without end. Obviously she
i= not far from out and out insanity,
and at one point she realizes it and
prays that God may keep her from
going mad. 1t is a ghastly record.

The one redeeming bright spot
comes with the other child, Robbie, a
bay of her own age—about 11—who
is kind to her and of whom she
naturally makes an Idol.  They are
torn apart after a briel meeting, but
agree to meet “in the spirit” on each
Christmas night thereafter. Hnt the
reader must be left to find out how
this works. It is a tear starting
thing.

Mary is at last rescued by young
Lord Tawborough, who sends her
to France as n governess-companion
to a noble family. Here she pans a
little releasing worldliness and com-
pletes her education, and after a
series of adventures comes home and
eventually marries Lord Tawbor-
ough. But there is no cheap con-
ventionality in the mechanism of it

The thing is beautifully done. Much

one laya

past,

is still a part of the makeup of hu-

shire in 1860,
well that not all current literature
should be made up of pleasant pre-
tense. This book has lasting values,
GEORGE WOOD.

THE BREATH OF SCANDAL—By
Edwin Balmer. Little, Brown
& Co.

the elders, would talk philosophy,

soclal.”
rarefied philosophy, in any narrow

hut he Is dealing, competently and
subtly, with no less a thing than
the changing philosophy of life and
conduct as the rising generation ia
working it out for itself in America.
The book is” highly “social” in its
aim. It never degenerates into
preaching or forgets that it is, pri-
marily, a story, but Mr. Balmer is
taking himself and his audience very
seriously,

it, and it is, by consequence itscll a
moving book. It is not only an ab-
sorbingly interesting tale but one

tion. One might almost claim that
there is. implicit in its theme, a pos-

tegrating, pol elization

Mr.
threads,
woven in as a part of the whole pat-
tern, though the other is dominant.
The chief theme may
roughly, as the weakening

Balmer's theme has

of

they are not exaggerated. Aunt
Jael and Simeon are utterly vicious, |
wicked even in their religiosity. but |
the grandmother. Hannah, is a true |
sa'nt. She remains, none the less, a
ha'y monstrosity. Aunt Jael, Mary
tells us, was “ahealthy, eruel, hu-

It is an earnest book, one |
senses deeply moved feeling behind |

of the detail is revolting, and it is|
something of a relief to realize, when |
it aside, that it deals u-ithjmdlary thread of the story: the over-
an era that is to-day of the remote  throw of the old stock by these new-
Yet it is also well 1o remember | comers,
it is a past that may come alive cago from you,”
again, as the spirit of ultra-Puritan- | Hebrew-American lawyer who ha.'ll
ism, of cruelty and ascetic savagery | been called In to help,

manity, though mo longer damin.—mlfth" run-down Dutch.
anywhere to-day as it was in Devon- | Saxon stock In America that sticks
It is, perhaps, just as to its stock is almost through. 1t's

nien in the story, Gregg Mowbry, an |
easy-going but really fine character,

Marjorie, is “leading a double life,”

one feels the unvarnished truth of that heretofore he had regarded that
the picture. Hannah is unselfish, but | sort of thing as more or less normal |
exclusively preoceupied with Other- | snd even insignificant, but that when | Man is a primitive creature fighting
worldiness. Bhe, too, believes that

he meets it concretely he does not |
like it, especially since it is zoing to |
hurt Marjorie, whom he ioves. !

He observed as a simple, obvious
fact that the easy, irresponsible
way of living . . . was becom-
ing more and more popular; the
old-fashloned home with =ober du-
ties and ideals was amazingly less
=0. If he thought at all of the
transition stage, he had supposed
it to be ecasy encugh and natural
—merely a matter of choice for any
individual. , . . But here
suddenly he revolted in smaxe
aversion to these great indulgent
buildings in such opposition to
Marjorie’s home and to his own,
where he had been happy as a
boy.

Marjorie has always idolized her
handsome, powerful and highly suc-
cessful father, until he is shot by the
ex-husband of his mistress and bya
set of accidents Marjorie ie enlight-
ened. She combines with Gregg and
with Bill Whittaker, her fiance, lo
help them cover the accident to avoid
the “breath of scandal” but she is
almost mortally hurt hersell with the
destruction of her idol. And she is
puzzled; life, it appears, is not so
simple as she had supposed. And
she determines to find out *the
truth” for herself. This invoives a
quarrel with her lover, Bill, who is
a type of the ultra-simple minded
youth of a very old-fashioned order.
In fact Bill is simply put into the
story to represent something. and as
such a typification he i= somewhat
overdone—not quite wooden, but far
'ess alive than the others. He was)|
capable of “separating people,” Mar-
jorie tells him, “as the Sunday schoo)
eards used to show God doing, into a

ROF. SHUSTER has neatly re-

marked that the modern novel, | jorie, who decide to begin life to-

“bo-spectacied and sitting w ith |gether on the old-fashioned basis—

. | with Marjorie's final vision of herseif
(as :

and that its aim is “nothing if Dot fyeyre defiantly asserting that “the

Mr. Balmer is not talking Mowbry's wont go down.”

sense, in this very vigorous book, | is more than implied that the failura

| ages, in addition to the breadth and
' depth of its main theme.

that is full of solid food for reflec- |
| tive.

sible antidote for much of the disin-

and confusion of thought that is rap- |
idly making American society de- |
Eererate. |
two |

one a minor affair that 151AT THE EARTH'S C"ORE.
|

be stated, | (44
old |

ideals of marringe and of family life, |
the effect upon the children of open |

between father anld

and

dlsagrecment
mother, divorce,

fathers are living an extra-marital

the gmdual
' erowth of a social recognition of the
fact that very many husbands and |

strange goddesses, is, after all, chiefly

flock of sheep and a flock of goats
BBut that arrangement is too
<y for this, Billy: it won't work
with me.” !
Lo she goes off to experiment with |
life for herself, carning her own liv- |
ing, and is thrown among the \.n“'
mass of the foreign born and “new
Americans who make up the bulk (.r|
the Chicago where the whole story is |
staged. And that brings in the Nuh—j

“They're taking over Chi-
sayes the young

“as we are|
taking over New York from you and |
The Anglo-

going down and going under, or it's
gone up and—diminishes.”

These two threads are very skill-
fully worked together in an intricate
plot, a plot full of finely dramatic
situations. orderly and inevitable in
its working out. He manages to
bring it to a hopeful conclusion with
the final romance of Gregg and Mar-

a molder and bearer of the

Going back to the starting point it

of Charles Hale to hold his home to
gether, and his wandering after
due to his wile's fallure ecither to
understand him, or to live up to her
fair share of the compact of the old
ideal of marriage. Charles is not ex-
onerated, but he is explained. The
whole analysis ig one that might be
commended to intelligent American
women for soul-searching study.

The book has many fine qualities
and strikingly good Incidental pass-

It will hoid
the attention of any reader, as narra-
But it is of chief value as one
of the very best studies thus far pro-
duced of the unstable conditions of
modern marriage and of its far-
renching effects upon society
whole,
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HENRY WALKER.

By Edgar
Rice Burroughs, Chicago: A.

MeClurg & Co.

T the Earth's Core" ig the
story of David Innes and

ndven-

his subterranean

tures Innes's friend., Perry, an

old
ranean prospector.

inventor, constrocts a subter-
Innes and Perry
set out on the prospector's trial teip,

the machine gets awny from them

manly bad old woman, a mere wlldt(-xlstmm. while keeping up appear- | and burrows, with them inside, ftri

beast in ounwlrhon to the Greeber ances at home. One of the young.toward the earth’s center,

Almost

.

| during many

dead after a frightful journey, Innes
and Perry eventually are disgzorged
in the country of Pellucidar, inside
the earth, where the sun never sets.

.Here everything is on the scale of
prehistorie ages.  Fearsome, horri-
ble animals and reptiles abound,

for his existence. The ruling power
in Pellocidar i= the race of Mahars,
whom Perry identifies as the “ram-

| phorhynchi of the Middle Olitic™ on

a far larger scale than had ever been
identified. i

Against thiz prehistoric  back-
ground, which Mr. Burroughs re-
creates with compelling vividness,
“At the Earth's Coire™ unfolds a
thriiling, rapid fire adventure story.
Innes and Perry attempt 1o escape
from the horrible Mahars, and in
their adventures is depicted an ex-
citing battle of modern man, stripped
of modern accessorjes, battling for
his very existénce against prehis-
toric beasts, men and conditions.
Innes, says of one of his encounters:

As T turned romance, adventures
and discovery in the abstract ook
wing before the terrible embodi-
ment of all three in concrete form
that I beheld advancing upon me.

A huge, slimy amphibian it was,
with toadlike body and the mighty
jaws of an alligator. Its immense
carcass must have weiched tons,
and yet it moved swiftly and
silently toward me. Upon one hand
was the bluff that ran from the
canon to the sea, on the other the
fearsome swamp from which the
creature had sneaked uron me; bhe-
hind lay the mighty untracked =ea
and before me in the center of the
narrow way that led to safety
stood this huge mountain of ter-
rible and menacing flesh.

A single glance at the thing was
sufficient to assure me that 1 was
facing one of those long extinct,
prehistoric creatures whose fos-
silized remains are found within
the puter crust as far back o3 the
Triassic formation, a g gantic
labyrinthedon. And there 1 was,
unarmed and, with the exception
of a loin cloth, a= naked as 1 had

come into the woril 1 conld
imagine how my first ancestor fell
that distant, prehistoric morn that
he encountercd for the first time

the terrifying progenitor of the
thing that had me cortered now
beside the restless, mysterious sea.

Throughout “At the Earth's Core™

runs the thread of the romance be-
tween David Innes and Dian the
Beautiful a girl from one of the
I‘elluc.irhrian trites  which  has
:-umrgrvd from the slavery of the
Mahars and is muking good its inde-
pendence in primitive man's fight
against his oppressors. After en-
prehistoric perils,
David saves Dian from her unwel-
come caveman suitor, Jubal the Ugly
One, by killing Jubal in a smashing
hand to hand battle, in which meod-
ern ecientific boxing outdoes cave-
man strength. And David claims
Dinn as his own.

David and Perry instruct Dian's
tribe and their allies in the use of
the bow and arrow—hitherto us-
known among the people of Pelluci-
dar—and in other warlike weapons.
The dread Mahars get wind of this
and, with their subject races, ad-
vance to do battle with David and his
men, How the Mahars are worsted

| in the conflict, how David returns to

earth for supplies for Pellucidar, the
machinations of Hooja the Sly Ome
against David and Dian. and the
mystery of David's final disappear-
ance from this earth, complete this
high powered, thrilling tale of imagi-
native adventure and romance.

Mr., Burroughs writes simply and
forcefully. His hero, David Innes,
always retains a semblance of his
present day personality in his pre-
historic surroundings, which creates
an atmosphere of reality for the
reader of the highly imagicative
pages of “At the Earth's Core.” The
scene at the Mahar temple is rather
gruesome, but on the whale At the
Earth's Core™ will appeal strongly to
Mr. Burroughs’s many readers

JOHN L. B. WILLITAMS,

FOR RICHER, FOR
Harold H. Armstrorg
Enopl.

R ABMSTRONG will he pec-
ognized by many readers as
the author of “Zell,™ which

POORER—By
Alfred Al

was jsfued, to successfa] results, un-

dt‘r the pscudonym

Aikman.” Its success now leads him
to put forth his futurs hooks under
his own name, and it i also an-
nounced that he has definitely aban-
doned the practice of law for litera-
ture. 1f he can Keep on turning oot
a% good work as this he s guite jus-
tified awd noed Dot seck the modest
screen of using an atins  This novel
Is on somewhat ol fashioned lines—
and therefore the more welcome, as

Continyed on Page Tiwentyp-ome,

of “Henry Q.
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